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Confusion 


Author's Notes: 
Written for Porn Battle VIII Prompt: \Jeff Lynne/Dhani Harrison, celebration, champagne, bubbles\.. 


Inspired by this article. This did nothing to discourage my Jeff/Dhani shipping, jsyk. 


| intently stared at Euronymous, who sat next to me on the couch. | couldn't believe that | had fallen in love 


with him. | had no idea why | loved him... Maybe it was good for me. 


| remembered the first time he had fucked me.. He had pinned me up against the wall, ripped my clothes off, 
and slammed his cock into my ass. It hurt so badly, and | don't think | wanted it at the time; I'm pretty sure 
he raped me, but thinking back, it kinda felt nice, in an odd way. 


| remember screaming so loud as my ass tore; | remember crying after he came. | remember him moaning 
into my ears and biting at my neck | remember him fucking me so hard that | could barely walk the next day, 
thrusting in and out so fast and hard.. 


But for all | know, my memory could be faulty.. Right? How in hell was | able to fall in love with him? That is, 
after what | think he did? 


Perhaps | wanted it and didn't even realize it, because he continued to do the same thing to me again and again 
and again. It had to have been my fault; | didn't get why else he had continued to do this to me. There had to 
be something about me that brought this on. Right? 


Each consecutive time, | felt less pain and more pleasure.. | guess | subconsciously wanted it. | hated him so 
much, but | loved him so much at the same time. 


| guess | also wanted Euronymous to later tell a version of the events to the rest of the black circle, telling 
them all that | had seduced him. | guess | must have wanted to be called a faggot and a slut and a pervert by 
the whole circle.. He told me that, and he was always right.. Wasn't he? 

Euronymous' Voice interrupted me from my thoughts. "What do you want, you filthy whore?" 


| hung my head, saying absolutely nothing. 


"Let me guess," he growled. "You want my cock inside of you again, don't you? You can't get enough of it, can 


you?" 


| covered my face with my hands, not knowing what to do or say. | never knew what to say when he asked me 
questions like that.. It was because | was an idiot and a dumbass. Right? 


Euronymous pinned me down on the couch, ripping off my clothing. He bit down hard into my neck before 


slapping me across the face. 


"Look up at me, fucking faggot," he hissed into my ear. | quickly complied.. | really didn't know why | did that. 
"What are these little cuts here?" 


"Well... l-I felt numb... | needed it." | stammered. 


"You fucking know better than that," Euronymous hissed, picking up my belt and hitting me over and over again 
with it. "You know that cutting yourself is just fucking pathetic, you worthless pile of shit” 


| whimpered in agony as tears fell down my cheeks. | had no way of hiding my sorrow; it was on full display 


for anyone to see. 


After he finally stopped beating me, | quietly watched as he undressed himself. "Get on your hands and knees," 


he growled. | quickly got down, and | soon felt the head of his cock pressed up against my entrance. 


| moaned in pain as he shoved his whole length inside of me and thrust in and out. Tears coursed down my 


cheeks. | knew | must have wanted this; Euronymous always said so. | didn’t feel like | wanted it at all though.. | 


had no idea what to think anymore. 


With a final moan, Euronymous dug his nails into my back as he came deep inside of me. My face must have 


been a pathetic sight to see.. Stained with tears, maybe even bruised.. 


| curled myself up into a fetal position on the couch, fighting back tears of pain. "Bystein?" | whispered. "I love 
you so much.. Please don't hurt me anymore." 


"Pelle, you know | love you too, but | have to punish you. If you didn't make me punish you, | wouldn't have to 


punish you. | do it because | care about you and | want to make sure you don't fall into self-deceit” 


| nodded, a tear falling down my cheek. "I know.. But it hurts so badly. | love you so much, but | hate when you 


hurt me." 


He hugged me tightly. "You know that | will always love you. You know that. You also know that the pain is good 


for you. You deserve it, you want it. | can see it in your eyes." 
| just nodded in agreement, crying on Euronymous' shoulder. 


He gently ran his fingers through my hair before planting a gentle kiss on my forehead. "Pelle, | love you, and | 
will always love you. Everything will be alright” 


| clung onto Øystein, sobbing until | finally fell asleep. 


It was after the concert. The rest of the band had gone off to the bar for some drinks, leaving only myself 


and Euronymous backstage. 
| was confused why he hadn't gone out with the rest of the band, so | decided to go check on him. 
"Euronymous? Why are you still here?" 


He shoved me against the wall, kissing me and forcing his tongue into my mouth. | stared at him, shaking. 
"What are you doing?" 


He didn't respond, he just bit into my neck and started tearing off my clothing. "Stop!" | shrieked. "I don't want 
this!" 


"| don't care what you think you want," he snarled into my ear. "I've wanted you for so long.. Every time | see 


you, you drive me fucking crazy. | want you so damn much, and | know you want me too." 


He then pulled down his pants, and before | realized what was happening, | felt a surge of pain as he thrust 


into me.. In and out and in and out.. 
| screamed as loud as | could.. | screamed over and over again. "Stop!!! Euronymous, stop! You're hurting me!" 
Tears coursed down my face; | tried to get away. | pushed against Euronymous, but | couldn't get away. 


He growled, thrusting deeper and deeper until he came. He pinned me up against the wall, watching me cry and 


scream and wriggle... 
He then started to hit me.. Again and again and again.. 


| woke up alone on the couch, shaking and crying. | wished Euronymous was there to comfort me, but then 


again, he was hurting me in the dream.. He's hurt me so much. 


| saw Euronymous in the kitchen, washing up a plate. | assumed he had eaten and figured that | probably 


wouldn't be eating. 
| got up, walked over to him, and hugged him. 
"Did you have another bad dream again?" he asked. | simply nodded my head in response. 


He hugged me back, caressing my face gently. "| only hurt you because | know you want it.. That's all. | love 


you so much, Pelle; | love you more than you could ever imagine." 
| kissed him on the cheek. "I love you too, Øystein," | whispered, a small smile creeping over my face. 


Yes, | loved Euronymous, even though | didn't know exactly why. | couldn't imagine life without him. 


